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DUXBURY RAMBLINGS
By FANNY SEYMOUR HELD

away from Duibury, and t f courae

missed ovcry production o[ talented
Das i>oy.s mid girls. But for tho last
Hour years l liave .seen tiiu plays with
dBligui, lor I am now a year-round

d

The first production of the D1IS dramatic group reminded
me oi a first nigh I 18 years ago when "Peg 0' My Heart " writ
ten lor the late Laurette Taylor by her husband, J. Hartley
Manners, was performed. Mary Hannlgan (NESS) waa the
1 eg, and my father, William Seymour, was stage director.
Ah lone ago as that, 1 agent the f^eauldss to say, my Aunl Fanny

tall and win tor months Davenport came here to her modern

(in 1SU3) mansion only to rest from

tier atafie duties during the short
summer holiday. Shi? never appeared

before the public in Duxbury, aud

few residents—-summer or winter—
know her at all. -She was happy keep

ing to her broad vine-eovered porches

aud spent many wonderful hours on

Duxbury Bay in her cat boat, the

Fanny D, so skillfully sailed by her
aclor-hushand, \v. Melbourne Mao-

Dowell. in iK!M-»fi ho waa Com

modore e£ tho DYC, then on Stand-
Is . Shore. There was no Golf Club
then. Mrs. MacDowell lived only six
summers in the house she built op

posite my mother's (May Davenport

Seymour) on Washington ■ St. Her
house ia now owned by Mrs. QBorge
Putnam Mctcalf.

Wllen 1 was in my teens, tile DYC
annual production was the only eu-

teruiliiniem given during the sum
mer, BXuapt tor the vaudeville, sal

in tableaux or evening of play lota
thai ware out on to make money.

Kiuih JSJUU until the lU-.it World

War, members ot a Duacliury uuwjnei
family um on many evening enter-

laiuuitiuia oi one kind or another.

'J'ae.e were the Winslows wim Aunl

Audiu boula; the Maxwells (Helen

AbDoLi is a member of that family

now in rmlaencttj; Mrs. William i-ot-
ivc anu Her ciiiidrou; Mrs. Joseph C.

Uou.tney, Sidney Sioue, Dorothy Co-
burn, Mr. I )eAndrea and Mr. Miller's

bromer, Mr. walker. Others were

fna.me Donald Lloyd, ihe tsauiler-
iii>j,a, Mv. ami Mrs. wllllam Sermom

ami tiii:ir Ned, b'anny, Jim mid joha;

[.in bi.iiinons hroiuma, and Usear J.

IJe y ei-o wiio did magician's tricks.

Ttioru was Harold KollogE. archl-

tei.l o. UJ8 new Kleu.eiLtary SeBOOl

D.niunig, who made suenery and de-

via^u ai-liiiiiiid ligmliig eitucts. Ite-

niemBer iiiere woio few electric

Hauls—pcrnaps none-—in the years

bttiore World war 1. I'm sure Mrs.
jenny (jlover would enjoy telling

an j one, as she reminded me one
recuiu Biiiiinior day, of Iho evening

ul iVtntuuteeaell iiull during a L><»nti-
11.. lor luu UUd FBllOWai wlien an oil

lamp was overturned and a dozen or

mure or us little girls in cheesecloth
u.twKu:! ware nerued to the front or

luu stage and dropped off into wall

ing arms Hii wo wouldn't catefi fire;
i liiuiH Mrs. (.Hover was reciting at
u.ti time, Iiul don I Inuiw who lippoil

oyur luu lump!

Remember Uonlso Wwlswortu?

Anoiiier time Louise Wadsworth,

dauKmur oi U6ptaio Alexander Woda-
worm, wi»H pOBlng as 'A Widow with

bar Two Bone" on lliu BtHgB. lint at

tim evening partormauca only one
' son" appeared, notwithstanding the

liaud-prillted sign aiuolt up on the
easol. And all BecaiiBe my youngest

l)ioLaur waa 'too afraid" of the foot-

utii.H: Today hrotnor John ia '"brav-

iug ' TV eil.neras and Hums ill New

i orK City. Once in a while real

aetOra helped round out the pro

gram, in 1901 of iuob, my father

anil anoiiier fine comedian, William

Sampson, presented the skit "Two

Oltj Cronies." ■'Uncle Billy" Samp

son wan the husband o( Mary Wcb-

sior, one of iho "Stomi and Webster"

(lain; 111 era.

l, In Olil Days

In 1323 1 was in charge of a

vaudeville program that ran for Bevan

continuous hours beginning at 2
p.m.—all part of the Street Fair on

Ttusiell Road, ;i boneflt for the
Children's Hos[)lmi. That fall, Dr.
field and I ware beginning our 2Srd
winter at Princeton University, and
wo left earlier In August than plan
ned, so motlier tooK over for mo
and directed the tan-act program in

Airs. Millar'a barn. Dressed in hoon-
tKlrt and poke-boniii:t, she took Ihe
la-cent admission fee at the duor.

Three years altti my father's seri
ous Illness, and his enforced Idleness
'Hiring that Urn.-, inoLuer refused to
i«i nun go out alone on a road tour

directing Miss Helen Hayes In her
[nit, "To the Ladies" |in which he
.also played a small part-—as toast-
mastW). Rafiisng to burden tier
family with any expense, mother
joined the Company as an exlra and
aat in the lost rlalDle seat at the
mage-lone table, having no lines,
.iiit reautine to the speeches and linea
Of the ieaniim itclois. ahe, who bad
Oean iugenue at the lioslon Museum

■Mid a lead witii William Gillette as
<i yirl iu hor twenties!

What a Lrouiier she was, acting to

the last, letting; tow people linow of
uer almost total deafness. Bho died

in lu^T, and from that spring Catiier

lived in his beloved boms, Claiuavi

rowers. Uuriug the winter he lioard-

ci\ with the /Blisses Joyce, a little

way up tho street. He used to write

me thiit he walked almost every day

y&St and around Hie Big while house
lieniud the iilgn iicd^u to aae "that

me dear place was ail auto." in his
aevsn years iu Duxbury before his

deatli in l'jaa, he became friendly

with, old aud young iu tlie town.

vVhen his library ot non-tiieatrical

hooks waa given his Qvo children, 1

felt that his friends Should share In

the pride ot owning BOmetliing of
his, ao I invited them to "Clainavi"

(wo bought the estate from my

brothers and sister iu '35| to browse

among the hook shelves in the study.

I asked them to list a boolt that each

onn would tilce til havo as a romeln-

urance. Mra. Helen Cunhlng, now

Mrs. Erneat Bailey, picked out a ilry

looking volume of essays, and when

i questioned her choice, she said with

a smile: "Bee bits ol white paper-

markers slicking out of the tops,

oi the pages? Your father used to

read bits hero aud thero from this
book to my jiuiuls in tho Kingston !
School, and 1 prize it above every

book in thin room."

«8 Years In Tlieiitro

We never know lie had done this

reading, nor-did 1 know all the many

new friends ho had made while lie

lived thosu lonely seven winters. Ho

use to attend Town Meetings and

garden club affairs. He was man

ager of the late Paul Peterson's base

ball team, and ho directed the DHS

plays in delightful, wistful memory
ot his UK years in the theatre. For
him it was one of the Fine Arts, not

a money-malting business, although

lie rained his family and supported

his mother from the time he was

eight years old from the proeoeda o£

his self-educated life in the theatre.
How many readers of the good old

Huston Transcript found his well

written letters full of information
about the stage and its folk on the

"Notes aud Queries" page1.' lie sent

his children copies of all he wrote

and tola wrilinj; could have boos

made Into a veritably history of the

Boston and New York stages, and
of the notable.1; who acted or directed

them Id the Iflth century. He was

of the "old school," and I imagine

he did not entirely regret retiring
to the peace and joy of Duxbury

after the change camo to [ha EOtn-

century drama, bringing innovations
of movies, Bongs to Indicate Ihe cur-

Lain raising .instead of soft orchestra
music, and revolving stages. Stock

companies were on the wane, and

.itarB were born overnight with lit-
Uo or no apprenticeship or knowl

edge of tho grand Dgurea who had

trod the boards years betora.

There ia wisdom in reading his

stories ol' the actors and theatres of

ages gone, and our young Thespians

will do well to learn all they can of

the theatre and its lore before under

taking the serious business of earn
ing thoir livelihood. "Bnjc-y your
selves and realize [here ia true value
in playing a part well no matter how

small it may be. For "all tile world's
a Kiat;e and all the innn anil wnmen


